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Midnight Show 


Author's Notes: 
For Lia. Goddammit, Lia ;) 


"Jon, come on. We're gonna be late," David shouted through the closed door. 
"Inn not coming out" 

David sighed. "You have to” 

"| dontt have to fucking do anything. I'm not fucking going dressed like this’ 
"Im sure you look fine” 


Richie frowned and stepped up to the door. "Jon, if | can wear this," Richie gestured down at his bra and 


panties, either unaware or not caring that Jon couldn't actually see him, "you can go out in - " 


"You at least get something on your top half. Switch with me." 

"You can't switch. No one else fills out the bra," David explained 

"Oh fuck you." 

"And Tico gets a bathrobe." 

"Because no one wants to see Tico wandering around in his underwear." 

"And you want to see me?" 

"Your hair matches the underpants." 

David grinned at Richie, who backed away from the door so Jon couldn't hear him snickering. 

"And he's got the same IQ," Tico whispered, sending Richie into a fresh fit of laughter. 

"Alright, tell me again why you get to be Frank" 

‘Ive got curly hair. And a deeper voice." 

"This is bullshit." 

This time Tico stepped up to the door, banging on it with his fist. "Come out of there, you little shit, or I'l 
come in there and drag you out. And if | do that, and the panties slide off, we're not fucking stopping to get 


‘em, so you're going to the show naked." 


Grumbling interspersed with a few clear curses floated through the door. Tico shrugged and walked back over 
to stand with Richie, who was checking his watch. 


"We should just leave him, Dave," Richie said. "We don't have a lot of time." 
David frowned. "Yeah, but - " 


The doorknob turned, and the door swung open. A very peeved Jon Bon Jovi, clad only in a pair of shiny gold 


underpants and sneakers, stood snarling before them. 


David grinned and reached out to fluff his hair, the grin shrinking only a little when Jon slapped his hands away 
and stalked past. 


"Yay! Lady and gentleman, we have our Rocky.” 


"I still don't see why | couldn't be - 
"We're not fucking explaining it to you again. Shut up and let's go. Brad, shall we?" 


"Of course, Janet" Richie looped his arm through Tico's, and the grinning pair sauntered their way to the 


elevator. 


David, dressed in a corset, panties, stockings, and heels he was entirely too comfortable in, wrapped an arm 


around Jon's bare shoulders as they walked 
"Im glad you're coming. 

Jon growled, 

"You'll be glad too, by the time its over. And your butt looks awfully cute in those panties” 


Jon snarled and jerked out from under David's arm, shooting him a look before he hurried to get on the 


elevator. 


In the lobby, Richie was waiting for David. Tico was in the car, and Jon had rushed past looking for all the 
world like he was going to take those panties off and strangle any one of them. 


"Part of me wants to ask why you aren't wobbling in those heels. Most of me doesn't want to fucking know." 
"If | say lots of these midnight showings of Rocky Horror, will that be enough?" 

Richie raised an eyebrow. "No. But for now, yes. Come on, Frankie.” 

They climbed in the car - Jon pushed as far against the door as he could to avoid contact with Richie, who 
slid in the back seat next to him. Amid Tico's growled "I'll throw you the fuck out if you poke Jon one more 
time, you fat bastard's, they drove off to the movie theater, every single one of them silently praying 


paparazzi didn't frequent these sorts of things. 


If a photo of Jon made it to People, they'd never get him in those panties again. And that'd be a damn shame. 


